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Sylvain stared at the image on his phone. In fact, he stared at it for a very long time. He analyzed every 
detail. Poured over each inch of bared skin 


He'd thought Bastian was attractive from the moment the youngest member of Soilwork joined the band 
seven years ago. But Bastian was practically a kid. He had only been twenty-three back then - completely off 
limits to the guitarist who was nineteen years his senior. Now, though, Bastian was a delectably handsome 
thirty-year-old. It didn't change the fact that he was still a child to Sylvain, who had been a fully grown adult 
at the time of the drummer's birth. He felt like a pervert when he received the photo Bastian had sent him. 


Yet he continued to look at it, failing at holding back the feelings it roused in him. 
The Dane had been dressing backstage with the other guys while Sylvain had gone to the bathroom. 


Apparently, Bastian had seen Sylvain's leather jacket strewn over one of the chairs and thought it would be 


funny to have Rasmus snap a photo of him wearing it - in nothing else besides his underwear. And sure, it 


was pretty funny - would have been even funnier if the young man hadn't been slowly weakening Sylvain's 


resolve since joining Soilwork. 


Instead of laughing when he received the message, Sylvain had to bite back a moan. His eyes skated over 
the image, trying to memorize it as quickly as possible, as though he was a kid trying to avoid being caught 
watching porn by his parents. His heart rate sped up considerably as shame washed over him. He shouldn't be 
looking at this - at least not in the way he was looking at it. Bastian was his band mate. He could practically be 


his son 


He managed to reply to the message with a simple, "lol" Feeling a little brave, and knowing Bastian would, in 


worst case scenario, simply laugh at it, he added, "cute," and hit send. 
A minute later, Bastian replied with a winking emoji. 


Sylvain forced himself to exit out of the photo. It was time to get on with the show. 


Even though Bastian had to have only been wearing the jacket for a minute, Sylvain swore it smelled of the 
Dane's cologne. It made it hard to focus during the festival that afternoon He couldn't help but think about 


how the leather he was wearing now had once been against Bastian's bare skin 


After the show, Sylvain carefully avoided looking at Bastian while they changed out of their stage clothes. 
Normally he'd cast fleeting glances as the Dane stripped, but given today's circumstances, he didn't want to 
pop a boner in front of all of his band mates. 


Even as the band were leaving Gefle in a van to Stockholm, Sylvain was still obsessing over that goddamned 
photo. He wanted to look at it again, so desperately, but Bastian was pressed against his side in the backseat. 
He listened to Bastian chat gleefully about the show with Sven while remaining abnormally quiet. Thankfully, no 


one seemed to notice - or they just assumed he was tired. 


In about two hours, they were dropped off at Bjorn's place. David stopped by after his shift at the hospital 
to visit with his band mates, and it was so good to see him again. Sylvain loved Simon, but he dearly missed 


David playing gigs with them. His talents as a doctor, however, were needed more desperately these days. 


Despite working a long shift, David decided he was going to cook all of them dinner. Giorgia, Bjorn's fiance, 
helped him prepare some Italian-inspired cuisine in the kitchen. The rest of the band relaxed in the living area, 
draped lazily over couches. Sylvain was lucky enough to get a seat by a certain drummer, and Bastian leaned 
comfortably against him while they watched football on television - Rasmus's request. 


Sylvain confidently put an arm around Bastian's shoulders under the guise of getting more comfortable, and 
the young one simply snuggled - yes, actually snuggled - closer into him. It was again that Sylvain smelled the 
gentle scent of the other man's cologne, reminding him of the hints of it left on his jacket. Bastian had to hear 


his heart thrumming against his chest, even underneath all the whooping of Bjorn, Rasmus, and Simon yelling at 


the television. 


Sylvain loved David, he did, but he could've cursed the man out when the doctor announced that dinner was 
ready. Bastian sat up and stretched, and Sylvain lifted his arm from his shoulders, disappointed. It was now 
that he realized his cock was semi-erect - and he was dangerously dressed in athletic shorts. He pretended to 
busy himself on his phone as the others headed to the kitchen to make up their plates before taking them 
outdoors to eat by the shore. 


He was hungry, but Sylvain chose, instead, to first go lock himself in the bathroom. He pulled his shorts 
down to his thighs and sat on the toilet seat before opening his phone. At first he considered watching porn. 
But he didn't want to lie to himself at this point. He knew exactly what he wanted to see. 


If he got it out of his system, he could move on, right? 


He pulled up the photo on his phone. He zoomed in on the outline of Bastian's dick in his underwear, just 
barely visible. He licked his lips, imagining the smell and taste. He wrapped a hand around the base of his cock, 
feeling it growing harder. He swiped up on the photo, eyes raking up the muscles on the drummer's stomach. 


He'd been lucky enough to see the Dane without a shirt on many occasions, but now he could allow himself to 


stare as lewd thoughts ran through his mind. He felt disgusting, dirty, but he reveled in it this time. 
He began to tug at his cock as he imagined dropping to his knees before the younger man. 


He hooked his fingers in the band of Bastians boxer-briefs, tugging them down past his knees. He pressed his 
nose into the man's neatly trimmed blonde pubic hair, breathing in his musk. While he kissed just above his cock, he 
ran his hands greedily up Bastian's body, scraping his blunt fingernails down his toned stomach. Bastian moaned 
softly as he flicked his thumbs across his pink, erect npples. The young one placed both hands in Sylvainss silver 
hair, guiding his face down to his cock. It was dripping at the tip, making clear the other mans desire. Sylvain swiped 
out a tongue: he tasted lke honey. Bastian yanked on him, encouraging him to take his cock fully in his mouth. The 
Frenchman was happy to oblige. 


Sylvain jerked his cock desperately, shutting his eyes and picturing Bastian, dressed only in his leather 
jacket, shooting his load down his throat. As imaginary Bastian came, so did Sylvain with a refrained grunt. 


Momentarily, he saw stars. 

He took a second to clean up after himself and gather his bearings before exiting the bathroom. He made 
himself up a plate of David's fettuccine and went outside to join his friends around the fire pit, which Sven was 
working on getting started. 


He grabbed a Stella Artois from the cooler and sat in the only spot left, between Simon and David. 


"All the guitarists shoved into one corner," David chuckled. "I wonder if the band is trying to tell us 


something?" 


They laughed and told stories into the night. It was early July and the sun didn't set until nearly 10:00PM, 
something Sylvain wasn't used to back home in France. The sun was slowly inching down past the horizon when 
some of the guys suggested going for a dip in the water. The weather was mild as it was, so Sylvain protested 


the idea. 
"It will be fucking freezing!" he exclaimed, on his fifth or sixth Stella. 
"Come on, Sylvain," Giorgia said, "we can't let these Swedes show us up, now, can we?" 


"Here's something that'll warm you up," David said, shoving a bottle of Gammel Dansk at him. Sylvain 
accepted the bottle and took a swig. 


"l'Il take some of that, too," Bastian said from the opposite side of the fire. Sylvain had tried to avoid eye 


contact with him most of the evening, but he looked up to see Bastian standing and walking over to him. 


"Surely Sylvain's leather jacket will keep you warm," Rasmus joked, and the rest of the guys fell into 
laughter. Sylvain felt his face heat up. He hoped he could blame it on the alcohol. 


"What did | miss?" David asked curiously. "New inside joke?" 
"Bastian, show Dave and Giorgia the photograph," Bjorn said. "It's fucking mint." 


Sylvain took a few more drinks of the Gammel Dansk, chasing it with the rest of his beer. He shoved the 
bottle back at David and unlocked his phone to look busy while his friends guffawed at Bastian wearing his 
jacket. He was grateful he wasn't wearing the jacket now; it was draped over the couch in Bjorn's living room. 
Not that it mattered much - they all knew he wore that jacket nearly everywhere since he bought it years 


ago. 


And now it smelled like Bastian's cologne. 


Five minutes later had everyone stripping down to their shorts and taking off for the water. Sylvain had 
been coerced to this in the past. After all, he'd been in a band full of Swedes for nearly I5 years now. Jumping 
into the ice cold sea, often bare-assed, was a common occurrence with his outdoors-loving Nordic friends. 


Especially when they were drunk. 


The cold water lapped at his heels, sobering him slightly, and he was already regretting not staying by the 


bonfire. 


"We got this, Sylvain!" Giorgia giggled, playfully grabbing his wrist and dragging him after her. "Italy and 


France can handle a little freezing water, right?" 


It hadn't occurred to Sylvain that, after their swim, he would see Bastian's dewy skin glistening in the 
orange glow of sunset. The guilt of knowing what he'd done only hours prior gnawed at him. All he could think 
about was how he'd fully given into his fantasies about the drummer. He'd thought it would help, but now he 
couldn't think of anything else but the young man's body. 


And damn, did it look good. So good that David nudged him as he walked past. 

"Is it not rude to stare like that in France?" he quipped quietly with a smirk. 

| was not staring. Just thinking," Sylvain covered quickly, but David didn't seem fooled. 

The group warmed up a bit at the bonfire before gathering everything up and heading back to the house. 
They had a festival in Germany to play the next day so it was best to get some rest before heading to the 


airport. 


Sylvain noticed Bastian hanging behind the group as they approached the house. He tried to walk by him 
briskly, but Bastian reached out and touched his arm as he passed. 


"Sylvain," he said, "I wanted to ask you something, if that's okay?" 

"Yeah, sure," the guitarist said, swaying a bit in his drunk state. He felt as though Bastian knew what was 
going through his mind, could sense what he'd done. They waited until they were alone outside the house. 
Sylvain awkwardly avoided looking at the young man. 

"I just wanted to ask if everything was okay," the Dane said, "or if you needed to talk about anything?” 

Of course. Bastian was a caring, sweet friend. It made Sylvain feel even worse for having such fantasies 
about him. It also made Sylvain have the terrible urge to kiss him. He deserved endless kisses for being such 
an angel. 


"l'm fine," Sylvain slurred quickly. "Just tired from the, uh... travel." 


“That's understandable," Bastian said, seeming to believe him. A smile graced his face, showing off his 
perfect teeth and his dimple. "You just seemed a bit quiet today. | wanted to be sure you were alright" 


"Thanks, Bastian," Sylvain said, feeling himself heating up with desire as he looked at Bastian's lips. Bastian 
was so much younger than him. He'd never be interested in someone in his late 40's. But drunk Sylvain was 


interested in finding out. "Hey, you looked really good in my jacket, by the way." 


Bastian's smile grew wider, Sylvain's favorite, where his nose scrunched up and his eyes crinkled at the 


sides. He chuckled. 


"Thanks," he said. "| couldn't resist putting it on when | saw you had left it sitting out” 
Sylvain stepped closer and noticed Bastian flick his eyes down to his lips and back up. 
"Sylvain?" he asked softly, his smile falling slightly. 


"Couldn't resist?" Sylvain wondered. He reached out and brushed his fingertips across Bastian's cheek. "| 
cannot resist, either." 


And Drunk Sylvain did what Sober Sylvain had wanted to do since the day he met the kid. He kissed him. 

Bastian's full lips were so plush. The older man kissed him firmly, moving his hand to the back of his neck 
He felt Bastian place his hands on his chest. When Sylvain attempted to deepen the kiss, Bastian tilted his head 
away. 

Sylvain..." he said, gently pressing the guitarist back 

"Yes?" Sylvain asked breathlessly. 

"That was nice, and you're attractive and everything, but l'm - l'm not into men." 


Oh 


Oh," Sylvain said, dropping his hand from Bastian's neck. He stepped away to give them more space. “Sorry. 
I'm just drunk, | think." 


‘Its okay," Bastian said. "It's fine." 

Cool," Sylvain said awkwardly. "Okay. Good" 

Bastian smiled reassuringly at him, but even in his drunken state, Sylvain could tell the Dane was 
uncomfortable. He felt like a moron. Why would he think Bastian would be interested in him like that? For God's 


sake, the kid had a girlfriend back in Denmark! 


"Let's go inside and get some sleep," Bastian suggested, patting Sylvain on the shoulder and heading around 
him to open the door. 


"Okay, sure." 


Dejected, the Frenchman followed him into the house. He felt like an idiot for coming onto his band mate so 
strongly. He only hoped he'd be drunk enough to forget about it in the morning, but he knew that was unlikely. 


As he slept on the couch in the living room, Bastian on the opposite couch, and Sven snoring quietly on the 
floor, he dreamed of Bastian's cologne and soft lips. So much for getting it out of his system. 


Two 
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The next day, Sylvain, of course, did not forget what he'd done. Totally sober now, with a bit of a headache, 
he sort of wished he could avoid Bastian today. The youngest member of the band, however, did not seem 
bothered by their interaction last night. He even chose to sit next to Sylvain on the airplane, as though the 
Frenchman wasn't focused enough on his embarrassment. He supposed it helped that Bastian treated him like 
nothing had changed - because nothing had changed, had it? They kissed, sure, and nothing further came of it. 
Everything was normal between them and that was that. 


Their performance at the festival went well, and Sylvain had almost forgotten about his awkward moment 
with Bastian the previous night. Their time changing in and out of stage clothes in their trailer brought back 
the memory as Sylvain carefully averted his eyes. Seeing Bastian's bare skin again so soon would be too much, 


and surely Bastian wouldn't be willing to cover up with a certain leather jacket this time. 


A few hours after their set, they arrived at their hotel for the evening. As they stood around the van, 
waiting to get checked in, Bastian took a phone call and wandered off a bit into the parking lot. Sylvain could 
hear him arguing, but it was in Danish, so he hadn't the slightest clue what was being said. He watched with 


concern as the young man threw his arm in the air and raised his voice. 
Bjorn and their tour manager came out of the hotel and passed out room keys. 


"lIl stay here and wait for Bastian," Rasmus volunteered, taking his key card from Bjorn. Sylvain and the 
rest of the guys grabbed their bags and headed inside to go to their rooms. Bastian was still on the phone 
when Sylvain entered the hotel, though he didn't seem to be arguing anymore. 


Bastian was in their room by the time Sylvain finished his shower. He toweled off his hair and walked out 
of the bathroom to see Bjorn and Rasmus lounging on one bed and Bastian on the other, studying something on 


his phone. 


"I think | am going to go down the hall and get some ice," Sylvain announced to the room, tossing his towel 


aside. 


Rasmus grunted an acknowledgment while Bjorn didn't even respond, absorbed with looking at something on 


his laptop. 


"lIl come with you," Bastian said, tossing his phone aside. "| think | saw some vending machines earlier and | 
could use something to eat." 


The two bandmates toed on their shoes and exited the room. They were quiet until they got to the hallway 
with the ice machine. Sylvain set the bucket down in it and pressed the button while Bastian examined his snack 
options beside him. 

"Do you want anything?" the Dane asked. "They have cookies.” 


"Sure," Sylvain said, and Bastian swiped his card into the machine and punched in some numbers. 


“That was Lisbette, earlier, that | was arguing with over the phone," Bastian said of his girlfriend as their 
snacks dispensed and fell to the bottom of the machine with a plastic crunch. 


"Oh?" Sylvain asked, watching the ice noisily fill the bucket. As it reached the top, he released the button 


and looked over at the drummer. "What was the argument about?" 
Bastian looked back at him, smiling wryly. 
"You," he said. 
Sylvain raised his eyebrows. "What?" 
"About last night. You remember, right?" 
"The - the, uh, kiss?" 


Bastian nodded. "Yes. The kiss. | told her because, even though | didn't think it was a big deal, | didn't want it 


to be a secret. She asked me if | liked it, and then she blew up on me when | said yes." 
"Oh," Sylvain said, frowning, "Bastian, I'm so sorry that | caused - wait, you liked it?" 
Bastian snorted, looking at him with amusement. 
"Well, | didn't want to lie to her," he said. 


Sylvain stood there with his mouth agape, not knowing how to respond. What did Bastian want from this 
conversation? Did he want an apology? Was he just trying to tease him? Some harmless flirting? 


"Sylvain, could you maybe, um..." Bastian looked a little sheepish now and glanced around the hallway, 
eventually settling for staring at his shoes. He mumbled something in Danish. 


"What?" Sylvain prompted. 


"Nothing," Bastian said, turning and bending to grab the snacks out of the vending machine. "Never mind." 


Sylvain picked up the ice bucket, and the two headed back towards the room. However, they only made it a 
few steps before Bastian grabbed Sylvain by the arm. He pressed him against the wall, causing a few ice cubes 
to go scattering across the ground as Sylvain jerked the bucket in surprise. 


The Frenchman took in a breath to ask what Bastian was doing, but wasn't able to get the words out. 
Bastian kissed him firmly. His eyes fluttered shut, and the arm that wasn't holding the ice grasped out for the 
younger man's waist. He kissed back eagerly, and Bastian parted his lips to kiss deeper. A nearly inaudible moan 
from the drummer caused a rush of heat to expand in Sylvain's body, and his knees weakened. Bastian's lips 
were so soft and plump. His tongue was hot and wet, and the Frenchman welcomed it into his mouth, eager to 


taste. The younger man ran a hand through Sylvain's hair then paused it on his cheek before backing away. 


Sylvain watched as long lashes slowly opened to reveal enchanting blue eyes, dilated with desire. Bastian 
licked his lips and smiled slightly, nodding to himself. 


"Good," he said, "okay." 


"Okay," Sylvain echoed with bemusement. Bastian turned and continued walking back to the room, so Sylvain 


followed him, trying to comprehend what had just happened. 


They often shared beds on tour. It was something Sylvain had been doing for years. He especially liked 
getting to share with Bastian because the kid didn't move around much and he didn't snore. Tonight, when Bjorn 
turned the lights out, Sylvain got comfortable in bed, allowing his ears to tune into Bastian's soft breathing 
next to him. 


The drummer shifted slightly, and Sylvain's heart rate quickened as he felt a few fingers brush against his 
wrist. He realized it wasn't accidental when Bastian's hand stayed there, so he adjusted himself, intertwining his 
fingers with Bastian's. 

They fell asleep holding hands, but when Sylvain woke up in the morning, Bastian was already out of bed 
getting ready to take a shower. 

Two weeks passed, and Sylvain was home in France watching reruns of The Walking Dead when he got a 
text from Bastian. 


Bastian: | broke up with Lisbette. 


Sylvain stared at the text message for a while, determining how to respond. He finally settled on a simple 
‘I'm sorry," but Bastian had sent another message before he could reply. 


Bastian: | know | told you | wasn't into men, but kissing you made me realize l'm bisexual. I've had thoughts 
about men in the past, but | was never sure about it. | told Lisbette that | am bi and that | kissed you again 
to be sure. Obviously she was pissed. Rightfully so. I'm doing okay. | felt we were sort of drifting apart over 
the last few months, anyway, so it was inevitable. | guess | just wanted to thank you for helping me realize 


this. 


Sylvain reread the text a few times. On one hand, he felt horrible that he'd essentially been the cause of 
Bastian's relationship ending. On the other hand, his heart was beating a little bit faster at Bastian's admission 
of his attraction to men. Bastian had liked the kiss. Bastian realized he liked men simply because Sylvain had 
kissed him. 


He didn't know what to say, so he replied in the most generic way possible. 


Sylvain: I'm very sorry about Lisbette. 
Bastian: Its okay. 

Bastian: Can | ask you something? 
Bastian: It's sort of a lot. 

Sylvain: Yes? 


Bastian: Could we send each other pictures? 
Sylvain swallowed hard, looking at his phone in disbelief. 


Sylvain: What kind of pictures? 

Bastian: Pictures of our bodies. If that's okay with you. 
Sylvain: Of course that's okay. I'd love to see you. 
Bastian: :) 

Bastian: Image,jpg 


Sylvain bit his lip as he examined the photo the young drummer had sent. In it, Bastian was lifting up his 
shirt, showing off his muscular stomach. It was cropped, but Sylvain was able to see the top of the band of 
Bastian's underwear as well as a light trail of blonde hair leading down from his belly button 


Shit. 


Sylvain was older, not as in shape as he'd been in his 30's. Still, Bastian had seen him nearly naked many 
times, so the Frenchmon did his best to get a flattering angle of himself in a similar pose. He sent Bastian the 
photo and waited for a response. 


Sylvain: Imagejpg 

Bastian: You are beautiful. Your skin looks so soft and perfect. 
Sylvain: Thank you. :) 

Bastian: Send me another photo? 


Sylvain: OF what? 

Bastian: You pick. 

Sylvain's heart was beating like crazy now. What would Bastian like to see most? He wished he knew. He 
didn't want to go too far. He slipped his athletic shorts down to his thighs and rested his hand over the top of 
his underwear, mostly concealing his hardening cock. He snapped a photo of that and sent it. When Bastian took 
a long time to reply, he started to get worried. He was about to send a text apologizing when he got a 


message and a video. 


Bastian: Wow 
Bastian: Video.mp4 


Sylvain played the video and was instantly rock hard. It was a five second clip of Bastian rubbing his dick 
through his boxer briefs. He could see a damp spot where precum had leaked through the fabric, and he could 
hear Bastian's shaky breathing as he pleasured himself. 


Bastian: l'm sorry. 


Bastian: | shouldn't have sent that. 
Sylvain realized he'd been watching the video on loop for a long time, so he quickly replied to his band mate. 


Sylvain: No, it was fine. | loved it! 


Sylvain: | want to see more. 


He barely hit ‘send on the second text when he got the notification that Bastian was facetiming him. 
Hurriedly, he swept a hand through his hair, hoping it wasn't a mess, and answered the call. 


"Hey," he said breathlessly as Bastian's face appeared on his screen. Bastian smiled shyly at him. 
"Hi," the Dane greeted. "Sorry for calling, | just figured it would be easier." 
"IFs okay," Sylvain reassured him. "I don't mind." 


"As much as l'm enjoying this," Bastian said, "| think we should stop. | know | started this just now, but | 


want... | think we should remain professional, don't you?" 
Sylvain felt his heart sink at the unexpected turnaround. He wondered if he'd done something wrong. 
"Yeah," he forced himself to agree. "Maybe that's a good idea" 
Bastian nodded, biting his lip. 


"Okay," he said. "Yeah. | don't want to mess up the dynamic in the band" 


"That makes sense," Sylvain said. "| understand." 
"You're not disappointed?" 


"Why would | be disappointed?" Sylvain asked him, frowning. "I would never want to make you do something 


you do not want to do." 
"Its not that | don't want to," Bastian told him, "because | do. | really dol If we didn't work together... 
"Hts okay," Sylvain said. "I get it. You don't have to explain’ 
"Okay," Bastion said. He looked relieved "So are you ready for next week's show? That festival in Hungary?" 


The two of them chatted a bit, surprisingly casually despite what they'd just done. After a few minutes, 
they said their goodbyes and hung up. 


Sylvain set his phone down and resumed watching television His focus on the show didn't last long, however, 
before he grabbed his phone again. He pulled up the texts from Bastian and replayed the video, studying the 
way Bastian's hand moved on his cock. He wished he could have seen more, wished Bastian had been willing to 


do more. He would make do with what little he'd been given, though. 


He switched back and forth between watching the video and looking at the photo of Bastian in his jacket. His 
cock was fully hard again, so he gave it a few luxurious strokes. Realizing his leather jacket was draped over 
the side of the couch within reach, he grasped the worn leather and brought it close. He held it up to his nose, 
hoping for any remnants left of Bastian's cologne, but it was gone now. It only smelled like sweat and airport 
terminals. Frowning, he set it across his lap. He went back to watching the video of Bastian touching himself 


and fell into his fantasy. 

Bastian laid spread out for him on a hotel room bed, completely naked except for Sylvains jacket. He looked up 
at him under long eyelashes with a dreamy smile on his face, quietly beckoning for Sylvain to have his way with 
him. Hs hard cock leaked precum, leaving a shiny mess on his belly. He was begging for Sylvain's cum, and the 
guitarist planned to give it fo him. 


Sylvain rose into his high rapidly and shouted out in surprise at the intensity of his orgasm. He shot 
several hot streaks of cum across the jacket in his lap, pretending it was Bastian. 


He cursed to himself as he came down and looked at the mess he'd made. 


Seeing Bastian again next week was going to be interesting. 


Three 
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A week passed and Sylvain found himself in a van in Hungary, leaving a festival. He was exhausted and 
covered in drying sweat, but he didn't mind. The show had been amazing. He wished they'd been able to stay to 
see the rest of the festival, but the Swedes had a flight to get to right after their set. Sylvain's and Bastian's 


flights did not depart until the next morning, so they'd been given accommodations at an airport hotel. 


Sylvain was a little nervous to spend alone time with Bastian after their conversation last week. He knew 
Bastian was not interested in taking things any further, which was fine. Sylvain only hoped it wouldn't be 


awkward spending the evening together. 


They wished he Swedes goodbye as the van pulled up to their hotel. They grabbed their things from the 
trunk and went into the lobby to check in. 


"| can't wait to have a shower," Bastian said to him as they waited for the concierge to find their 


reservation. "I feel disgusting.” 
"Yes," Sylvain agreed, "I feel the same." 


They got their key cards and found their room, the Dane claiming the shower first. Sylvain lay in his bed, 
scrolling his phone, glad things seemed normal between himself and his young band mate. He had a feeling he'd 
always be tempted by desire for Bastian, especially knowing now that the attraction was reciprocated. But he 
was nothing if not professional, and Bastian was right in thinking they ought to keep it that way. To disrupt 
such a great dynamic within the band, well, that would just be stupid. Soilwork had been drama free for the 
last five years, and Sylvain didn't want to ruin that. 


When Bastian came out of the bathroom after his shower in only a towel, Sylvain had a feeling this might 
be harder than he thought. He could still feel Bastian's lips on his from the hotel in Germany a few weeks ago. 
He realized he was staring when Bastian smiled at him as he walked past to dig through his luggage. 


"Bathrooms all yours," the drummer said nonchalantly. 


"Thanks," Sylvain managed. He forced himself to look away from where his eyes had glued themselves to 
Bastian's lower back, and grabbed his things to take into the shower. 


He decided a cold shower was a good idea this evening, to force thoughts from his head. He was in and out 
of the shower quickly, just long enough to get clean. He toweled himself off, brushed his teeth, and dressed in 
his t-shirt and underwear before heading back out into the room with the intention of getting cozy in bed. 


Until he saw who was now lying in his bed. 


"Hey," said Bastian with a sneaky smile. He was spread out on the bed Sylvain had claimed, wearing nothing 


but his underwear and.. and Sylvain's leather jacket. 


"I thought we were going to remain professional," Sylvain said, his voice raspier than normal as he fought 


for his voice to work. 
‘I'm sorry. | just thought you'd find it funny,” Bastian faltered, and he started to sit up. 
"No," Sylvain stopped him, heart racing, “don't move. Stay there." 
The Dane froze, but his smile grew as he saw Sylvain reacting to him. 


"lm going to fuck you," Sylvain said decisively, licking his lips as he watched Bastian bite his. He took back 
off the shirt he'd just dressed himself in and climbed onto the bed swiftly, grabbing Bastian's wrists and 


pinning him down. 


The two stared at one another, breathing shakily. Sylvain looked back and forth between Bastian's large blue 
eyes, dilated with need, and his full lips, which were slightly parted, ready to be kissed. 


"What are you waiting for?" Bastian asked. Sylvain cursed in French, then closed the distance between their 
lips. He crushed the younger man beneath him, feeling his body heat up as Bastian pressed his body up. He 
struggled a bit beneath him, so Sylvain released his wrists. Immediately, Bastian's hands went to the band of 
the guitarists underwear and pushed them down to his thighs, freeing his hardening cock. 


Bastian groaned into his lips, pulling Sylvain down against him so they could grind their hips together. 
Warmth swelled in the Frenchman as he felt Bastian's hard cock moving against his own. He pushed up on his 
arms so he could look down while continuing to circle his hips. Bastian's lips were red and wet now, swollen. His 


eyelids were heavy. He looked so good in Sylvain's jacket. 
Sylvain sat back and ran his hands down Bastian's chest and stomach, feeling his muscles. 


"You're perfect," he breathed, looking at the Dane's face for his reaction. Bastian smiled and reached up to 
pull the older man back down to him. They kissed again, and Sylvain snaked his tongue between Bastian's plump 
lips. Sylvain rolled his hips down and moved his mouth to the drummer's neck. Bastian tilted his head back, 
granting him access, and let out a beautiful moan as Sylvain kissed and bit him there. His fingernails scraped at 
Sylvain's back and he thrust his hips up, rubbing his cock against Sylvain's stomach. Sylvain backed away, 
dragging his teeth down Bastian's chest, past his stomach, right to his cock. 


It twitched under Sylvain's tongue, and the Frenchman looked up to see Bastian's face. The drummer was 
watching him, looking enamored. He swiped his tongue from base to tip, and Bastian hissed in pleasure, his eyes 
slitting. When Sylvain dipped his head down and took the head of the cock in his mouth, he placed both hands in 


his hair and murmured little words of encouragement. 
"Yes," he said, "so good, please.. so good." 


Sylvain bobbed his head and hollowed his cheeks, swirling his tongue as he went up and down. Bastian's 
thighs flexed beneath his hands, and the younger one was practicing great restraint not to thrust up. 


Wanting to test the waters, Sylvain sucked on one of his fingers, wetting it, then resumed sucking Bastian's 
cock. He guided the man's thighs apart and pressed his finger against Bastian's asshole. Bastian let out a small 
whimper. Sylvain pushed through the tight ring of muscle and Bastian gasped. His hands tightened in Sylvain's 
hair, so he moaned around his cock. 

"Yes," Bastian said again. He began thrusting slightly, fucking into Sylvain's mouth and bearing down on his 
finger. The Frenchman curled his finger in an effort to find the little bundle of nerves that would make the 
younger man --- 

"Fuck!" Bastian cried. His hands flew off Sylvain's head and grasped the bed sheets beside him. Sylvain added 
another finger and began to fuck him. He lifted off his cock so that he could watch him react. Bastian had 
thrown his head back against his pillow and squeezed his eyes shut. 

"You like this?" 

" Yes! 


"You want to try my cock?" 


Bastian opened his eyes and looked up at him, biting his lip. He nodded. Sylvain watched as the Dane reached 
into one of the pockets of the leather jacket and pulled out a tube of lubricant. 


Sylvain raised an eyebrow at him. 


| wanted to make sure it was easily accessible," Bastian explained, laughing slightly. "So | slipped it into the 
pocket before you came out of the shower." 


Sylvain took it from him and grinned. 
"You're so sexy," he told him. "I can't wait to feel you." 


He opened the cap and poured some out onto his cock, then paused. 


"Shit," he said. "Do.. do we have condoms?" 

Bastian pursed his lips and shook his head. 

"| didn't think to..." he trailed off. 

"| don't have anything,” Sylvain told him. "Are we okay to continue?" 

The drummer nodded. 

"| don't have anything, either," he said. "But | trust you." 

Sylvain leaned down and kissed him. It was meant to be a quick, chaste kiss, but Bastian pulled him down and 
held him there, kissing him more deeply. As they moved their tongues together, Sylvain took more of the lube 
in one hand, coated his cock with it, and then pressed his fingers between the Dane's thighs. Bastian whimpered 
into his lips and bucked up, tightening his arms around him. When Sylvain felt he was ready, he guided his cock 
to Bastian's tight hole. Once the tip of his cock breached Bastian, he grabbed the drummer's wrists and held 


him down, flattening him to the bed. He felt the coolness of the jacket's zipper against his skin. He pushed 


inside. 
Bastian tilted his head away from Sylvain's lips to gasp. 
"Feel good, mon beau?" 
"Its thick," he said. "I feel so full." 
"Let me know if you need me to stop." 
"No," Bastian said, scraping his fingernails across his back. "Don't stop. Don't stop." 


Sylvain pressed until he was all the way in. He looked at Bastian and pulled out slowly. Pressed back in. 
Bastian's fingers clenched on his back. His breath was shaky. He held eye contact, his lips parted in a silent 


moan. 
"You feel so good," Sylvain told him. The drummer smiled. 


"Fuck me," Bastian said, tilting up his chin. Sylvain began to thrust, picking up speed when he felt the other 


man relaxing beneath him. 


Bastian moaned happily, grasping Sylvain close to him. He was so tight, so warm, his body felt so good. He 
smelled so good, tasted amazing. The noises he was making were enough to pull Sylvain to the edge. But the 


silver-haired man didn't want to cum yet. 


He stopped moving and leaned down to connect their lips. He brushed a hand through the younger man's 
short blonde hair and nibbled at his bottom lip. Bastian moved his hands to his ass and pulled him down. 


"Don't stop," he sighed into the Frenchman's lips. 
‘lm going to cum if | keep going," Sylvain told him. "I can't hold it back. You feel too good” 


"Mmm," Bastian said, moving his hips. He lifted his legs and wrapped them around Sylvain's waist, forcing 
the man in deeper. "| want you to cum." 


"But | want to keep fucking you," Sylvain told him. "I don't want to cum yet." 


"We have all night," Bastian replied, and pulled Sylvain into him again. That familiar feeling tugged deep inside 
the older man and he had no choice now but to chase it. 


"Shit," he cursed, collapsing on Bastian and letting the pleasure drive him. He shoved forward, holding Bastian 
tightly by the lapels of the jacket and smashing their lips together. He was cumming. He was cumming now, and 
it was good, so blindingly good. He cried out to God and shook as he emptied everything he had. Bastian moaned 
for him, calling his name, keeping him close. Wave after wave crashed over him until it eventually subsided, 
leaving him boneless. 

He relaxed, feeling heavy on top of his band mate, but he couldn't move. 

"Wow," Bastian said, his voice muffled by Sylvain's neck. 

When his breathing returned to normal, he rolled off of Bastian and sighed. 

"That was amazing," he said. 

| agree," Bastian laughed. 

"But we're not done yet," Sylvain told him, gesturing at the drummer's hard cock. 

"| should hope not," Bastian said, stretching out his arms. 


"Come here," Sylvain gestured. "Sit on me. | want you to fuck my face." 


Bastian got up and straddled Sylvain's chest easily, presenting his hard cock to his mouth. Sylvain took the 
opportunity to run his hands down Bastian's chest and stomach again 


"Love your body," he said in awe, looking up. He guided the jacket off of Bastian's shoulders, happy to see 
the inside was damp from Bastian's sweat. He hoped it would smell of him for a long time. He put both hands 


on the Dane's hips and opened his mouth, allowing him in. He ran his tongue over the slit, collecting the salty 
precum that had gathered there and savoring it. 


He encouraged Bastian to begin thrusting his hips, so the younger man did, bracing one hand on the wall and 
the other in Sylvain's hair. Very soon, little moans escaped Bastian's lips, and he settled into a rhythm, fucking 
his band mate's mouth. 

‘Im close, Sylvain," he said. Getting an idea, Sylvain grabbed the discarded jacket and took the sleeve of it, 
wrapping it around Bastian's cock. He kept his lips on the tip and jerked him off with the leather, squeezing 
tightly. Using his free hand, he slipped a finger underneath and inside Bastian's ass, finding his prostate and 
massaging it. Bastian shouted, his thighs tensing and hand tightening in Sylvain's hair. Hot cum splashed the 
Frenchman's lips, so he opened wide to catch the rest on his tongue. When he felt the throbbing slow, Sylvain 
loosened his grip on Bastian's cock, using the sleeve to clean any remaining drops. Bastian relaxed for a moment, 
regaining his breath, and swung his leg over the man beneath him, laying back down on the other side of the 
bed. 

They looked at each other, grinning sheepishly. 


"If I'd have known you liked me wearing your leather jacket so much," Bastian said, "| would've done it a lot 


sooner." 
Sylvain laughed. 
"I think it was less the jacket that | was interested in, and more your naked body," he admitted. 
"Sure," Bastian chuckled, glancing pointedly between them at the jacket that was now smeared in cum. 
"Was this okay?" Sylvain asked him, a little more serious. "Was | okay for your first man?" 
Bastian's grin widened and he nodded. 
"You were amazing," he said. "Or should | say, ‘frés magnifique?" 


They both giggled at that. Sylvain grabbed the jacket and tossed it over the side of the bed onto the floor 


so he could scoot close to Bastian and gather him in his arms. 
"Are you about ready for bed?" he asked, touching the younger man's sweaty cheek. 


"Bed?" Bastian repeated. "We only have one night in this hotel. | want to take advantage of every minute | 


have alone with you.” 


He leaned in and kissed Sylvain passionately, igniting the Frenchman with need all over again. Sylvain rolled on 
top of him and pressed his hips down. Bastian's hands found placement on his ass. 


"What was that you said last week about us having a professional relationship again?" Sylvain murmured. 


"Hmm, | don't have a single clue what you're referring to," Bastian joked, and kissed him again 


